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Here is a single stanza from the Ode to a Nightingale.

Thou wast not bom for death, immortal Bird!

No hungry generations tread thee down ;
The voice I hear this passing night was heard

In ancient days by emperor and clown:
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path

Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home,

She stood in tears amid the alien corn;
The same that oft-times hath

Charmed magic casements, opening on the foam

Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.

The man, little more than boy, who wrote those
lines belonged to the highest company. He wrote
happily of the famous Mermaid Tavern, where
Shakespeare, Ben Jonson, Chapman, and their
friends used to meet and make merry.

Souls of Poets dead and gone,
What Elysium have ye known,
Happy field or mossy cavern,
Choicer than the Mermaid Tavern ?
Have ye tippled drink more fine
Than mine hosfs Canary wine?
Or are fruits of Paradise
Sweeter than those dainty pies
tOf venison? 0 generous food!
Drest as though bold Robin Hood
Would, with his maid Marian,
Sup and bowse1 from horn and can.

i Drink.